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In seas I leap and shout forth cheers,

My noisy games are clamorous wars ;
Oh Joy 1 How fast am I, and faster I
I can't suppress a laughter.

Why blush and quake, O rising Sun 1

I won't slap red thy cheeks and chide:
Come, Nature, come, my wee sweet child,

My flesh and blood, O darling son !
Come to my arms, dissolving one I

Than me there's nothing softer,

I can't suppress a laughter.

I cannot love, for Love I am.

Oh ! What shall I desire or crave ?
The heart of everything I am,

Instead of wish I gladness have.
All objects I enjoy as Me,
Light, life I give to all that be,
Of every boat I am the wafter,
I can't suppress a laughter.

TRANSCENDENTALISM
When blooms the maiden's rosy cheek,
The bee like lover's eyes seek
Sweet nectar from that rose ;
The charrn is mine in this and those.
I freeze in dazzling diamond snows;
Fond burning heart, with me it glows.
I'll tell you that thou needst not vex
At seeing Nature so complex;
Your riddles, Nature, solve in me,
Just marry me, dissolve in me.
Nay, don't say so, splendid Lord,
You are already Master, God
Of each and all in every station
Of all the Forces of creation;
And thou art Nature, laws and worlds
Thou far transcendest thought and words*